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Mrs, Hacker's Confession,

RB. HACKER and her daughter

sat in the little parlor behind the
shop taking ten. It wasu frosty winter
night, and the brown teapot was kept
on the back of the stove that it might
not chill. Bo was the pan of sausages,
which tasted all the more erisp and
savory in consequence. The door be.
tween the store and the room stood open
that any chance customer might be seen
at once by the tea.drinkers, but the bell
had not jingled since they took their
seats,

“ Trade Ia dreadful, Emma Jane,"
sald Mrs. Hacker, dipping her bread
into the sausage pan and transferring it
to her plate by means of the long cook-
fng fork. * Trade is dreadful | I should
Just give up if it gota little worse; but
dear me, I never had any luck in any-
thing. There's Mr. Ninnever putting
plate glass—whole panes—into his win-
dows, and beginning to talk of hiring
the second floor for ready made suifs;
and my things hang on my hands,
though I'm sure I make better seleci-
ticne than he knows how to. Another
cup, Emma Jane—what & comfort tea
is, to be sure.”

“Then give me a cup, won't you,
Mra, Hacker?” pald a volee behind
them. "I want comfort, I'm sure.
Here's grandma gone out and forgot to
leave the key, and nothing for me to
do but it on the steps and cool my
heels.”

“Thomas! la! how you scared me
coming In so sudden!” sereamed
Fmma Jane.

“Bit down, do,” said Mrs, Hacker,
“ Take & seat here, Ton, and have sup-
per with us, Your grandma stopped in
to tell me she wouldn't be back until
late, and the key is in the money-
drawer,”’

“About all there Is there, too,” sald
Emma Jane, with a pout, “‘and I want
a new winter bomnet,”

‘* Look here, Mrs. Hacker," sald the
young man, slowly turning himself to-
ward Lthe old lady. ** Look here ma'am,
here's some one ready and willing to
buy that winter bounpet, and all the
other bonnets Emma Jane will ever
want. We've been engaged a year now,
and al last I've got to be a foreman in
the factory. Why should we put it off
any longer Y Tell Emma Jane that it's
all nonsense. Bhe won't listen to me.”

“Well, I don’t think long engage-
ments are best,’” sald Mrs, Hacker.
“What I should say to Emma Jane
would be, ' Have him now,” "'

“Oh, well! I suppose I shall be
bothered until I do say yes,”’ replied
Emma Jane; and then the anxious
lover, pleading his cuuse earnestly, the
wedding day was actually set for Christ-
mas Eve, which was at that time about
a month off.

This conversation, as well as the even-
ing meal being over, Mrs. Hacker dls-
cretely retired to the shop and left the
lovers alone. However, she did not stay
away long. In a few moments she
eame running in with her glasses on
her nose, and an- open leiter In her
hand.

* Read this, one of you," she said, "' 1
bave read it, but I can’t understand it.
It seems s though I must be crazy.
Bee, here, you read it, Thomas—I have
more confidence in you."

Then she put the letter into Thomas
Hunt’s band and sat down st the table,

“1found it on the floor,” sald she.
*The postman must have thrown It In
at the slit. X don’t know whether it is
a hoax or not, but it’s got the regular
stamp on all, My gracious, how quesr
I do feel.”

Mesnwhile Thomas Huunt solemnly

lald the sheet of paper before him, réad
it through, and turned back (o the first
line

“rtien’t a hoax,” said he, “1Il's a
regular lawyer’s letter, and whal It tells
you |g that your old uncle, Bimon Hack-
er, of London, England, iz dend, and
you are his belresa to the tune of aboub
one hundred thousand dollars, It's
down In pounds, but that’s the sum In
our own money,"’

Y Pineh me, Emma Jane!" cried Mrs,
Huoker, I mean it, dear—and if I
don’t wake up I'll think 1t's true.

“Oh, pshaw, ma! It's true enough,"’
oried Emma Jane. * How aplendid.
Oh, when are we to have (he moneyV
Oh, isn't it just lovely [*

But Thomas gave o little sigh.

“ Mrs, Hooker,' he sald, “*maybo you
think a mechanic not rich enough or
fine enough for your davghter, now you
nre as weall off as that, If so, sny 8o, out
and out, aud I'll bear it as well as I
ean.’

“Why, Thomas, if 1wasa queen, I'd
think you a good son-in-law,"” said Mrs,
Hacker.

“And you, Emma ¥" said Thomas,

“1shall walt until T get my din.

monds on before I take nirs,’’ sald his
Indy love,

Nevertheleas the fortune made =
chunge in the programme. It was

necessary for Mrs, Hacker to go to
England,and Emma Jane must go with
her, she said ; and on the whole it seem-
ed best to postpone the wedding for a
while,

‘1t wouldn't be respeciful to Uncle
Bimon to marry Immedistely,” sald the
mother,

Ho Thomas had the unhappiness of
peeing his lady love leave the shores of
her native land, and went back to the
shop with & very heavy heart.

However, he worked hard, and many
letters comforted him ; and at last his
Emma Jane returned gorgeous in the
latest London fashions; and there waa
all the bustle of buying a new house,
furnishing it and taking possession of
it—and very little time for lovers to be
together,

“You see,’” sald Mrs, Hacker to Tom,
“vou see Emma Jane is all stirred up.
Bhe'll settle down afler awhile; but
you know young people will be young
people.’”

At home Tom got less comfort,

' Emma Jane feels her money. 8She
shows it,”" said Grandmother Hunt.—
“And the pleoe is too fine for me, and
the servants stare too much. Harah
Huagcker is n sensible woman, but Emma
Jane is not to be depended on.  You'll
find that ont, Thomas."

And poor Thomas did find it out.

“You gee, Tom,” sald Emma, one
day, twirling the cheap ring he had
glven her, softly about her finger. “You
see, Tom, somehow I'd rather not be
married for a long while. I don't want
you to be angry with me, but I never
was a rich girl before—and it's so nilce.
I get so much attention. I don’t want
to settie down as an old married woman
)'elu”

ST wait, Emma,* replied Tom.

““Ah, but—but you see it might be no
use,’’ sald Emma. * Perbaps I never
may want to marry, and if you don't
mind taking back the ring, why we can
be friends all the same.”’

“Can wo 7" said Tom, in a strange
tone, **'Well, I shall never be your
enemy, Emma,*

And he put the ring in his vest pock-
el, nnd shortly after departed. But he
didn’t trouble the servant to open the
door of the big house agaln,

** What alls Tom, Emma Jane," ask-
ed Mrs. Hacker, one day, some time
after, “Why don’t he come here any
more ¥

“It's just as well he shouldn’t,”
answered Emmoa, “and I wish you'd
drop the Jane, ma; I hate it so0,”

' You didn’t formerly bate your poor
grandma's name,"” said Mrs. Hacker;
‘but money has spoiled you, Emma
Jane, if it ever spolled & woman.”

“ Don't be cross, ma,”’ conxed Emma.
“Tom is very well, but he I8 common ;
and you know how elegant young Mr.
Vreeland is, and—and he pays me a
great deal of attention, ma,”

“Ah, that's it,"" sighed old Mpa,
Hacker. ‘“ He's cut Thomas Hunt out.
You have jlited the poor boy."

And now Vrealand came often to see
Emms Jane; was her escort every-

whete, drove her ont, walked with her,
aang senlimental songs with his eyes
fixed on her face, and did all that might
be done to ghow “what his Intentions
wero.'' Anda year from the day on
which Mrs, Hacker took possession of
her new house, she was not surprised by
hearing that Mr, Vreeland desired to see
her alone,

U Yen, I'l) sep him, my dear,’' sald
Mrw, Hacker, putting on her best enp st
the glaes; “*but T ean’t help thinking of
poor Tom."

Mr, Vreeeland sat in the parlor In
exaotly the proper attitude, wearing the
proper dress, and properly exciled—no
more, He informed the old lady that
lié had lost his heart to her durughter,
and that us he belleved he had found
favor in that young lndy’s eyes, desired
to have her permission to set the wed.
ding day.

And Mra, Hacker listened calmly, and
answered thus:

“ Mr. Vreelnod, I think you are what
they call & very good match for Emma
Jane, and I've nothing ngainst you. It
shall be as she chooses. Only it's but
fair to tell you this, You must take her
for herself, for In & week’s (ime we
shinll leave this house, and I shall go
baok to my little shop. I've been specu-
lating, and—well, you know how things
go sometimes,”’

“Yes, I know,' replied young Vree-

land. He turned pale as death as he
spoke, and eat looking down at the
carpet.

After n while he sald :

“Accept my condolences,” and nrose
and bowed himself out of the front door.

An hour afterwards Emma Jane, to
whom her mother had told the same
gtory of epeculation and loss, recelved a
vote, which the Vreeelands' blaok ser-
vant had brought to the door. It ran
thus:

S My Darpine Esya i —=You know [
adore and must adore you forever; but
my habits are extravagant, My father,
like your mother, has entered into dis-
astrous speculations, and I will not bind
you to a marringe which would result in
nothing but misery. Yours ever, in
deep despalr,

REGINALD VREELAND."

Ah, It was all llke a dream to Emma,
They went back to the old housse, and
the shop was opened agaln, The dirty
boxea were brushed, the ocounter olled,
the pins and buttons, and stripad blue
elastic, and boxes of cheap thimbles, and
the card board mottoes stamped for
working in silk, graced the glass onse
onee more,

The same limited number of cuslo-
mers dropped in, and Emma served
behind the counter, and washed the
dishes 1o the baok room. Bhe was very,
very wrelched,. and life looked dark
indeed to her.

Old Mrs. Hunt and Thomas atill lived
on the upper floor, The old Grand.
mother told Mra, Heoker that she
thought Tom was bLeginning to like
Faony Earle, the halr.dresser’s pretty
daughter.

Hometimes Tom would pass the win-
dow, but he never looked towards it.

Emma used to sit behind the counter
thinking of him. What a lover she had
had, and she‘had cast him away for &
fortune hunter. Her verdiet was that
she deserved her punishment, and she
was very sad and very meek.

She expected nothing now but to die
an old mald, living behind that little
shop counter, and never having any
admiration or altention again.

In this mood she sat beside her mother
one winter evening. The table was
spread with the thick stone china; the
brown tea-pot and the pan of sausages
higsed on the stove. The duvor stood
open between the shop and the parlor,
All that had happened sinee might have
been & dream, and It might have been
the same night, & yesr before, when the
letter had come fo them whioh had
made such changes, and Emma had
even poured.out the second cup of tea
for her mother, when the door of the
ball ereaked, and looking up, she saw
Tom standiog there. Tom, big and
brown as ever, with such a look in his
eyes, But it could not be for her; she
did not deerve it, And Emma dropped
her head upon her hands and burst Into
fears.

Then she felt Tom kneel down beside
her and put his arm around her waist.

* Look at me, Emms,'” he whispered,
¥ Look at me, my dear, 1 cannot bear

It any more. I never can help loving
you, and for all that's come and gone, I
bellave you do love me a little,"”
Then Emma found courage lo put her
Liands upon his shoulders and whisper :
Oh, Tom, 1 believe I do."

They were warried In & very litile

while, and 1t was only after the wel-

| ding that old Mrs, Hacker, with a very

| solemn fuee, lnformed them that she
| had a confession fo malke.

“ T haven't lost my mopey at all, my
dears,"” shesald, ** I'm hnlf afraid of it,
for 1t eeemed to bring unhappiness with
it.  Yeot, still it's comfortable to be rich.
And now you are married to au honest
man, (hat chose you when you were
poor, my dear, we might as well make
the most of it, and all go over together—
Granny Huot and all—to the big house
the servanis are keeping for us, think-
ing we're off on a Jjourney. I shall
never blame myself, and I don’t think
any of you will blame me, elther."’

Tom looked at Emma, but she only
threw her arms about his neok, and hid
her face in his bosom and sald:

*“The money cannot make me aoy
happler than I am, Tom,"

And even Grandmother Hunt deelar-
ed: *The house don’t seem too fine to
me now, for there's love in it and truth
in it, and my Tom is as happy as the
dﬁj‘-”

- _—

Got What Was Not Wanted,

T a meeting of philanthropists in
A New York, the other night, to con-
sider the needs of prisoners, after the
cause had been advoeated in several
speeches, Mr. Henry Bergh was called
out, and said :

“Ihad no more Idea of speaking
when I came to this meeling to-night,
than I had of dancing a pas seul. But
you bhave called on me to speak, and
you must take the consequences. All I
ahall say will be in direct opposition to
the sentiments that have been here ex-
pressed, No man should commit crime,
If a man cannot exist among us without
committing murder, kill him ; get him
out of the way as soon as possible.—
‘What did we recently see in the Tombs?
A man who was imprisoned for & most
atroclous murder, whose heart was as
blavk as Lis skin, was fairly besieged by
beautiful women, who begged the favor
of his autograph, fed him on luxuries,
made his cell & bower of flowers and
frult, and did all in thelr power to make
him imngine that he was & saint and a
hero, This maudlin nonsense should
stop, Why, kind.hearted, honest poor
men were starving while this vile mis-
creant was being pampered In luxury,
I bave been slxteen years in the crlm-
inal courts looking after the welfare of
what are called the lower animals, but I
have a greater respect for them than I
ever bhad before I had an opportunity of
comparing them with some of the base
and misernble samples of humanity that
I have met in those courts, Animals
never commit such acts ar some of these
horrible misoreants commit. A great
deal has been sald wbout pgoal institu.
tions being reformed. I would abollsh
all of them except the high grade of
prisons for the Incarceration of the
worst eriminals, and I would set up
whipping.-posts everywhers to scourge
the minor offenders. And to make sure
that the lash wounld be put on feelingly,
#0 that polities could not creep in to
help the offender, I would offer & prize
or reward for a4 sleam machine that
would have no mercy and could net be
bribed. Criminals are phmpered kn such
s manner and given such comfertable
quarters In (he Tombs and on the
Island, and have so much beiter food
and are so much better lodged than
thousands of poor working people are,
that they commit all the minor erimes
in order to be gent to these comforiuble
publie hotels. When will this nonsense
stop? We should have the bastinado
here, Itis acharming style of whip-
ping, and makes the reciplent ery out
lustily that he will not do so any more,
and he generally keeps his word. When
I was in the East I nsked my dragoman
If these men kept thelr promises not to
do s0 any more, and he looked at me
with almost indescribable surprise as he
responded, * Oh, yes, they always keep
thelr word; they are quite conlented.’

“We waut a good deal of that oon.
tentment here, The idea of a whipplog

lowering » man in his own estimation
I8 & farclonl one. How much estimation
has o man for himeell when he preys on
soolety ¥ No, a whipping is the best
kind of moral punsion you can give a
eriminal, Bome want to tnke the con-
firmed eriminal by the band as spon ag
he comes out of prison, and do somes
thing for him—perhaps give him an
office, perhaps gend him to Congress;
but they ehiould not do that, for many
bad men are already o offiee. The best
thing youean do to & mah who has
served a term in prison s to get him
sent off where he Is not known and leb
him try life anew ; (here ls. no chance
for him where he Is known, and any
attempted reformation based on the sup.
position that there 1s, s false and inju.
rioug, 1 have expressed my honest.
sentiments, and I hope I will be par-
doned by those who differ with me.”!

- —-—

THEY ALL KNEW.

NCE in a lifetime you meeta man.
O who will admit that he doesn’t
kunow all sbout a horse, but he may
come around next day and elaim to have
be#n temporarily inssne when he made
the admission. As s rule, every man
knows exactly what ails & horse, wheth-
er anythiong ails bim. or not, and can
point out a dozen instances where nature
could huve Improved on her work, no
matter how well ahe did it

Yesterday, n horse which had been
looked over by the Fire Department,
and rejected on acoount of size, was tled
to a post on Griswold street. He was
as gound as a dollar, not even showing a
wind-puff. Prelty soon along eame two
lawyera, and one of them remarked :

“ Pty such & flne animal as that is
foundered.”

**Yes, and I can see that he Is wind.
broken to boot,” was the ready re-
sponse. .

Then Lhe cashier of & bank halted and
took a look nt the horsels teeth., He
was goibig away, when a mall earrler
asked :

“ How old do you eall him ?"

“fome men might buy him for twelve,
but they couldn’t fool me; that horse
will never see sixteen agaln.’

The best judges had called him six,
and his owner had proofs that he wasn't
amonth older, The mail.carrier felt of
the animal’s ribs, rubbed his spine, and
observed :

‘ He's got the botts, or I'm no judge
of horses.”

Then a merchant halted and surveyed
the horse’s legs, lifted ils front feet,
pinched its knee, and feelingly said :

“ Been n pretty good stepper In his
day, but he's gone to the crows now,””

The next man was a book-keeper. It
took him but flve minutes to make "up
his mind that sweeny was the leading
allment, although poll-evil, heaves and
glanders were present in & bad form.

“What Is sweeny ¥ querled an inno
cent bootblack who had made up his
mind that the borse had liver com-
plaint,

“ Bweeny !"" repeated the book-keeper
—‘‘Jook at the way he carries hils talk
and learn what sweeny is.”

“0Oh, no,”" put In another—"sweeny
affects the eyes."” ]

“ I guess nol,” gaid an nsurances man,
I guess aweeny afTects the lungs.”

“Lungs " orled a broker—*'you mean
the stomack !’

And they were jangling over it when
the owner of the horse came and led
him away.

- -

A Mouse That Deank m'umy.

A mouse Intruded himself into =
Isdy’s chamber snd found upon her
toilet table o small vial of whiskey,
which it s falr to say the lady used for
the benefit of her crimps. The vial wns
stoppered with a paper cork, which of
course was salurated with whiskey, The
mousé nibbled off' the top of the eork,
and flually succeeded in drawing I,
and then regaled itself with what the
paper had absorbed. Under the stimulus
thus obtained, It had made lts presence
in the room very evident and a careful
search for 1t was instituted. Xt was
soon discovered in the dmwer of &
buresu stretched out at full length on a
comfortable bed desd drunk., When it
was removed and thrown upon (the
ground the shook restored it to partial
oonsclousness and to & staggering effort
at locomotion. Moral—It is not safe
even to smell the cork of a whiskey-
bottle,




